A Triple Miracle.

BY S8ARA LONGLEY.
((Copyright. 1016, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.)

ETSY picked her way through =&

debris of marble chips, shavings
& and powdered plaster, evaded
piles of' lumber and sawhorses and
dodged pools of mortar ready to catch
the unwary. For the great domed
hall of the Browns' ¢lty house was bhe-
fng remodeled according to plans
drawn by Harrison, the celebrated
architect.

Reaching the door of the library, she
uplocked it, groping her way in the
diark among the happy pleces of shoua-
ed furniture, and drew up a window
shade to let in some sun.

*Mercy! How close and stuffy ana
E : dusty! But I must call mother on tha
phone and tell her I got here mafely
in my new roadster and I'll start for
Clover Hill as sgoon as [ have some
luncheon at the hotel.”
She threw up the windows and car-
ried the phone over. "I'll he home in
‘tlme for dinner, mother. I'll atart
back at 2. 1 haven't found your gray
velvet coat yet, hut I'll get rome of
the workmen to help me up the stairs.
‘What? Raining up there? Why, it's
“lovely here. The sun's out and the
! sky 1a as blue as June! Oh, don't wor-
afq ry mbout the car. I'm not afraid of
: a little wind; besides I've got to learn
to take all kinds of roads. Harrison?
No, I haven't eeen him—just some
workmen. Things are terribly me3sy.
‘Well, bye-bye, I'll be home by 6. Yeos,
I know you're having a dinner. Don't
worry. Good-bye!’

She hung up and looked out at the
sky. Just as ghe had said, the weath-
er was perfect. A thunder shower
gixty miles away didn’'t frighten her.
She looked fondly at her new road
cdr, 4 dark Brewster, green with ivory
whesls. Near it at the curb was a
ridiculous little Bridge so mud-caked
* Betsy wondered that it rould go. Ie-

peated layers of mud had dried and

hardened on the wheels until thera
was scarcely a semblance of spoke
1sft, and chains, about as much need-
e on that dry smooth asphalt as
i an extra tail on a dog, clung foolishly
. 1n the ires.
' “It's » wonder to me,” sald Betsy in.
(5 diguantly, "how some people can treat
2 a car s0. No matter what ktad it is,
| it's a car—same a& & yellow pup is &
8 dog. If it's yours you've got to take
care of it.”
“That's true,”” said & man on the
. stone balcony outeide the window,
' “but & yellow pup wouldn't be happy

i hs were clean. He would only go

out and roll in the gutter again. It

his inpides are well faken care of he's
By happy, and he'll co until he drops.”
il . Botsy looked at his overalls and
| grimy-hends-and changed the subject.
& “I'lave to get to the second floor and

i tdhe? .atalr- are gone. What can I
o
‘4" “You can go vp a ladder perhaps.

‘“But it's pretty high. Anything I can
do?”

"I don't think so.”

‘T'm willing—and honest.
73 toush anything!”
7% “All right,” agreed Betsy, suddenly
+ ' trusting his brown eyes. “Hore's the
key to mother’s room. Open the big
box at the foot of the bed and get a
gray velvet coat. Then close up ev-
erything again, please.”

‘Tl do 1t!" he declared and was
gone,

Betsy locked up the library and
wenit out to her car. After a shart
delay, the man came out with the
wrap. “I'm sorry to keep you walt-
ing, but I couldn't find it right away,”
he explained. His eyes were not
1 pmiling no wand his lips were set very
! fOrm. She wondered at the change.

o For an hour after she left the hotel
i things went famously and the green
car flawmover the white, hard road, and
even after turning off on to the dirt
poad things were well enough, but

on littls puddles began to appear

t had not been there before and
the ground got softer and Betsy had
- more manipulating of clutch and
gears than she cared ahout. Then,
rounding a curve between a high
L wooded bank and a ravine, she found
. herself in mud quite a foot deep. She

t on more power and plowed
agh, but the wheels started to slip
 bnd, do what ghe would, she continued
- bo skid terribly.
& Suddenly she put on the brake and
" lhe car stopped dead. YWhat had hap-
pened she couldn't tell, but the car
wouldn't move at all in any diraction,
There she was alone In & mudhole
miles away from help and another
#torm coming! She looked at her
fainty high-heeled slippers and then
i st the mud., She couldn’t walk! She
f would walt for help. But she remem-
i* 7 Dered that the road was a shortcut be-
t* tween two highways and little used.
Ble might have to walt for hours.
"Then she heard a snappy little
phug, chug behind her. Bhe turned
aud there was the ugly little Bridge

par she made fun of, with her
ting workman turning the
¢ this way and that with one

“My, he must be an expert to bounce
lhrough this slough of despond that
Fayl®

“What's wrong?" he called,

“I don't know! It won't move.”
“Let me tryl”

80 he crawled in, but falled to get

> responss. ‘'You have dome some-

g to the gears. There’s no con

ucl;on. Lots of power, but’ it's no
150,

‘Oh, dear, how can I get home?"
“If you'll ride in my little yellow
log, I'll be glad to take you."

Betay looked at it with dlstaste and
fctured herself riding into Clover
ll. “Thank you, no. I think I'll—"
But she stopped. There was nothing
¥ her to do. No way out! Then
Jhe had a plan. “If you would take me
o Dexter, I can take the electric neur-
all the way. Would you mind?®

“I'd be dellghted to do anything you
m'n

I won't

So siie got in after he had spread
& japer over the dusty seat.

' “"Tell me, are you hurt?” she asked
juddenly.
- "I strained my hand a little this
- morning—that's all—but I can manage
lho steering.” !
. “Im 80 sorry,” answered Betsy. She |
yished the bRown eyes-would smile!

BROOKLYN, N. Y., Oct. 10.—If a
girl 18 too busy making a living for
herself and mother to get acgualnted
with young men snd have a regular
courtship {8 she justified in advertis-
ing for & husband?

Miss Clara Bishoff, 19, has adver-
tised that shé wants to marry a re-
spectable young man with an income
of $560 a week, who will take care of
her mother rs well as herself.

In my case marriage {8 a business
proposition, says Mise Bishoff. *I
would like to have a romance like
other girls have, but I have found
I ops unable, on the small salary I
can earn ,to provide for myselt and
mother as we ehould be provided for.

“l come from & good family and
have an honest name. 1 am a good
cook and know how to keep house,

“I will devote the rest of my life
making happy the man who will give
mother and me a good home,

MARRIAGE IS A BUSINESS MATTER, SAYS
GIRL WHO ADVERTISES FOR A HUSBAND

"CLADA g
BistiorE

Miss Bishoff has recelved hundreds
of applications. Most of the letters
recelved at first were from men re-
celving less than $40 o week.

Miss Bishoff says when letters of
applicants sound promising she will
ask the writers to call for her personal
inspection,

HERE ARE THE
REQUIREMENTS

The requirements to be fllled
by the man Miss Bishoff says she
will marry:

Must be between 23 and 30 years
of age.

Must have an income of $50 or
more 8 week.

Must be in good health,

Must_be kind.

Man of good height with black
hair and eyes preferred,

dgain, but his face remained serious
and set,

They reached Dexter and she board-
ed a car.

“Good-bye,” she called to her bene-
factor, 'and thank you so much,” She
had thought of paying him, but some-
thing held her back.

The trolley car went five or six
miles through green flelds and curved
around the foot of the hills. Then
suddenly it stopped.

“There has been a landslide!" eall-
ed a man up front. And, sure enough,
there across the track were stone and
dirt it would take hours to remove.

Betsy left the car and looked dls-
consolately at the mass. Thirty miles
from home! Then she heard a famil-
iar sound and, turning, she beheld her
workman friend in his brave lltlle
Bridge houncing along the road near
the track.

“Come on!” he éalled.
let me take you homo?"

“You are terribly kind!"” said Betay,
“hut 1 belleve after all there ian't any-
thing so rellable as a team. If you
wouldn't mind taking me to North
Stanwick, I can make the afternocon
express,"”

“Just as you say!" he agreed. “But
I'm going to Clover Hill nnyway and
you are very welcome If you don't
mind riding in my car.”

Betsy thought of the Boswalls and
the Harpers, the Carter-Haines and
the Markleys out for their afternocon
apins, and she could imagine their re-
marks upon her arrival in a muddy
littls Bridge.

“No, thank vou. I'll take the train
and be done with it.”

S0 she took the train at North Stan-
wick, feeling at last that her troubles
were at an end, But after a few miles
there was a jolt and the train atop-

ed.

» “The bridge is on fire just shead,”
explained the brakeman to anxious in-
quirfes., “It was discovered just in
time to flag us.”

Betsy was in despair. Bhe was get-

“Won't you

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—(TOM S

ting very tired and nervous. She
walked up and down the track won-
dering what to do, when a volce called
across & fence.

"“Do you want a 1t

It was her workman in his faitful
Bridga,

“Yes,"” she called wearlly, "Will
you please take me home?”"

“"Harrison was coming to dinner
said her mother at 7, ‘but he fell down
a ladder today and broke a bone in
his wrist, 80 he may not he able to
come, He's a fine young man. Betsy,
He's a sculptor as well as an archi-
tect, and he has a fine future. 1 wish
you would take an interest in him if
he comes,"”

“I think he'll come, mother,”
Betsy, blushing.,

~ GAN'T LOSE HAIR

Twenty Years From Today a Bald-
headed Man Will Be An Unusual
Sight.

One of the most prominent druggists
of America made a statemant a few
weeks ago which has caused a great
fleal of discussion among the scientists
in the medical presa.

He said: "If the new hair grower,
Mildredina Hair Remedy, increases its
sales as it has durlng the past year, it
will he used by nearly every man,
woman and child in America within
elght vears.

“When Mildredina Halr Remedy is
used almost universally, dandruff will
disappear and with its departure bald-
ness, itching scalp, splitting hatr and
all scalp diseases witi follow and twen-
ty years from now a hala head will be
a rarity,” Samplg sent for 10¢ to pay
postage. Muil orders filled by Mil-
dred Louise Company, Boston, Mass.

For sle hy Holt Drug Store, Falr-
mont, Prescription Pharmacy, Man-
nington,

sald

I

.ml“W“ﬁl\‘I;

\tl

ml

suum“

7 N

/|
|

Style-Show!

MART
; TYLE

not show-sieces,

yourself!

A

and try them on!

Beginning today and continuing
until Saturday next.

Suits and Coats ||

SPECIAL display and sale of
“Modes of the Moment”

but garments that are now the rage in New
York, ready here for you to select, put right on and wear

MOST opportune—opportunity to see the newest of the | |
new styles, not on pictures, but on yourself. Come in

CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE.“

that firat day.

“I wns so excited that I felt food
would choke me and was about to tell
him so when Miss Madden called out
as though going out to lunch with
him wae a regular thing, 'Oh, Larn-
es1, | am too tired to go out. 1'll just
rest here until the alternoon rehearsal.
You can have something sent In to
me from the restaurant.’

“'My I stpy with you, Miss Madden?
I asked impulsively.

“She looked up quickly and seemed
about to assent when Mr. Lawton
spoke. ‘I have asked Miss Newton to
take lunch with me, Mary, I'll send
you something.’

"A look of incredulity passed over
her face.

1 don't think I need anything but

e

"It seemed to me at the firat rehear-
sal, Margie,” said Paula, “as Mary
Mndden wailed out those words that
I was looking upon the greatest act-

ing in the world, 1 know now that I
was seeing not acting but truth and
tragedy.

"“*That will do, Misa Newton,' sald
the manager as [ wiped my eyes, ‘your
emotion shows temperament, but you
had better save your tears until la-
ter. '

"Margia I did not save my tears hut
I had plenty to shed later When the
traglc story began at that rehearsal
and which bound the lives of Mary
Madden, Ernest Lawton and myself
together, was ended.

“‘Come out and get a bite to eat
with me, Miss Newton,’ said Lawton

.- Extra Good Coffee

and especially flne tea, always

speak well for the quality of the

groceries a store sells, They are

& good criterlon to go by. You will

find this true of our store whers

only grocery products of guaran- \
teed grade and high quality are

offered.

Chicago Dairy Co.

309 Madison Street,

a pot of coffes,’ she murmured.

while he eats.
T .Maw!l hiB
fairly cut the afr,

ing,’ she said, wearily.

man she loves.

terested him immensely.

splendidly,’ he exclaimed.

'‘Run
along, child, and amuse his highness | ‘you see I am not used to

sharp exclamation | ed.’
“‘Don't, we are not atill rehears-|Ing me you love me.’

. “I went to luncheon with him, not |
knowing that we had left hehind a!
womar who had loved him and who
was suffering as only a woman can
suffer who knows she {a losing Lhe

“But such is the irresponsibllity of
youth that very soon I had forgotten
everything but the man sitting oppo-
site me—a man who was treating me
with the caressing amusement he
would yse to & child—a child who in-

“‘You did that last scene with me

“I hope I shall do it better, 1s

man I love him and I am & Littls

| *“'You need never be afraid of-tall
: I looked ' 1ip
ickly at his tone—'on the stage, he
tinued smoothly, R
“It was only when Mr, Lawtan Joak:
ed at his watch after we had fin mf
frowning a bit, that I remembered;
‘Oh, we have forgotten Miss Madden
coffee,” 1 was miserable in a’minuf
Mr. Lawton answered somewhat)a
grily, ‘She has probably sent out'
;ame by this time. Maty knowa ]
aVe 4 very poor memory exoept:fol
my part and a pretty girl
“His look called the color to my!
and it was still there when we: réa
the theater where the rehearskl]
already hegun.” i
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Quality
Purity |
Accuracy
Safety

Mountain City Drug Co.

Opposite Court House

The four elements of suce
cessful medicines guarans
teed by our label on your
prescriptions. i
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ISH THAT
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